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" I cannot thank you," he said.

" Oh no; I have the reason for gratitude," said she.
" I have learnt to know and love her, and hope I may
imitate when niy time is near."

" She ... at the last ?"

" Peacefully; no pain. The breath had not left her
very long before you came."

" I said I cannot; but I must."

"Do not."

" Not in speech, then."

They went into the tasteful little sitting-room below,
where the stillness closed upon them as a consciousness
of loss.

" You have comforted her each day," he said.

" It has been iny one happiness."

"I could not wish for better than for her to have
known you."

" Say that for me. I have gained. She left her last
words for you with me. They were love, love . . . pride
in her son: thanks to God for having been thought
worthy to give him birth."

" She was one of the noble women of earth."

"She was your mother. Let me not speak any
more. I think I will now go. I am rarely given to
these------"

The big drops were falling.

" You have not ordered your carriage ? "

" It brings me here.   I find my way home."

"Alone?"

" I like the independence."

"Atnight, too!"

" Nothing harmed me. Now it is daylight. A letter
arrived for you from High Brent this morning. I forgot
to bring it. Yesterday two of your pupils called here.
Martha saw them."

Her naming of the old servant familiarly melted him.

" You will not bear to hear praise or thanks."

" If I deserved them. I should like you to call on
Dr. Buxton; he will tell you more than we can. He
drove with me the first day, after I had sent you the
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